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CHAPTER XI.

CAIRO is situate on the base of considerable hills, whose
, origin cannot be accounted for, but which are undoubtedly
artificial. They are formed by the ruins and the rubbish
of long centuries. When I witness these extraordinary
formations, which are not uncommon in the neighbourhood
of Eastern cities, I am impressed with the idea of the
immense antiquity of oriental society.

There is a charm about Cairo, and it is this, that it is a
capital in a desert. In one moment you are in the stream
of existence, and in another in boundless solitude, or, which
is still more awful, the silence of tombs. I speak of the
sepulchres of the Mainlouk sultans without the city. They
form what may indeed be styled a City of the Dead, an
immense Necropolis, fall of exquisite buildings, domes
covered with fretwork, and minarets carved and moulded
with rich and elegant fancy. To me they proved much
more interesting than the far-famed pyramids, although
their cones in a distance are indeed sublime, their grey
cones soaring In the light blue sky.

The genius that has raised the tombs of the sultans may
also be traced in many of the mosques of the city, splendid
specimens of Saracenic architecture. In gazing upon these
brilliant creations, and also upon those of ancient Egypt, I
have often been struck by the felicitous system which they
display, of ever forming the external ornaments by in-
scriptions* How far excelling the Grecian and Gothic
method! Instead of a cornice of flowers, or an entab-
lature of unmeaning fancy, how superior to be reminded
of the power of the Creator, or the necessity of government,
the deeds of conquerors, or the discoveries of arts !